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" Or, should he deem wrong threats the public weal,
Lo, the whole man seems girt with flashing steel j
His glance a sword-thrust and his words of ire,
Like thunder tones from some old prophet's lyre.
Or by the hearthstone, when the day is done,
Mark swiftly lanced a sudden shaft of fun ;
The short quick laugh, the smartly smitten knees,
Are all sure tokens of a mind at ease.

" God's innocent pensioners in the woodland dim,
The fields, the pastures, know and trust in him,
And in their love, his lonely heart is blest,
Our pure hale-minded Cowper of the West."